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JaAnn,  our  publisher,  m 
a tropical  garden 


If  you  believe  in  numerology  then  this 
issue  is  special;  it’s  a 3-3  issue.  This  is  the 
third  issue  for  CDS  and  the  third  year  for 
En  Femme  as  a magazine.  All  in  all,  a very 
good  combination  for  all  involved. 

Robyn  has  outdone  herself  this  time  with 
an  outstanding  mix  of  material  from  all 
over  the  world.  Some  of  the  authors  you’ve 
read  before  and  some  are  newto  our  pages, 
like  Melanie  Dale  from  Canada,  Susan 
Smith  from  West  Germany,  and  Rajani 
from  India.  I’ve  rarely  seen  so  many  dif- 
ferent countries  represented  in  one 
transgender  magazine  before. 


In  issue  #17,  Roberta  Angela  Dee  stated  some  rather  strong 
opinions  about  transvestites.  Predictibly,  there  has  been  a lot  of 
feedback.  Unpredictible  was  where  some  it  came  from.  You’ll  be 
as  surprised  as  we  were  when  you  see  who 
has  taken  up  the  side  for  TVs  when  we 
publish  the  replies  in  issue  #19.  Also  in 
issue  # 1 9,  we  hope  to  have  a feature  article 
about  the  upcoming  Fantasia  Fair,  Octo- 
ber 12-21,  1990,  in  Provincetown,  Mass. 

Start  planning  your  vacation  for  it  now. 

We  apologize  for  this  issue  being  sent  out 
late.  We  flubbed  the  photos  for  an  inter- 
view piece  that  we’ll  have  to  run  later  and 
that  goofed  up  the  whole  production 
schedule.  I’ll  bet  you  thought  we  had  fun 
doing  this.  Well,  we  do,  but  it  is  work. 

Hugs,  JoAnn  Roberts 
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Great  Britain 


Conversation  With  An  Alien 

by  Miss  Phaedra  Kelly 


The  most  ludicrous  thing  about 
humans  treating  me  as  an  alien 
is,  I actually  am.  It’s  quite  a relief 
to  talk  freely  about  it  Oh,  of 
course,  I’ve  not  made  a secret  of  it 
because  the  best  way  to  keep  a 
secret  here  is  to  tell  the  truth. 
Nobody  believes  it. 

But  you,  my  abstract  lovelies, 
you  wouldn’t  care  whether  this  is 
factorfiction.  You  would  be  honest 
enough  (and  sane  enough)  to  be 
interested,  and  take  me  as  I am. 
As  for  the  rest  of  your  species,  I 
despair!  Because  I designed  my- 
self very  carefully  to  blend  in  and 
I'm  positive  that  I'm  the  average 
human  in  all  outward  aspects. 
Even  as  time  passes  me  by  I am 
constantly  updated  by  the  or- 
ganic, long  range  computer 
onboard  my  ship.  Never  mind 
that  I can’t  find  it 

Sometimes  I wonder  if  my 
pandimensional,  multi-spatial 
translator  has  malfunctioned.  I 
feel  like  asking, “Am  I still  speak- 
ing English?”  What  is  this  urge 


you  apes,  (Sorry,  you  Evolved 
Apes.  I know  how  nervous  you 
are  of  your  origins)  have  to  make 
a fool  of,  or  to  laugh  at  the  aver- 
age? And  that  smile,  it  was  origi- 
nally an  ape’s  fear  signal.  Me,  I 
don’tlaughorsmilelikethat  Our 
humor  shows  in  our  eyes,  which 
we  keep  hidden,  and  we  share 
what  I suppose,  youwould  like  to 
call  an  ongoing  cosmic  joke. 

One  thing  people  want  to  know 
is  where  I come  from.  I come  from 
a white-void  universe  two  thou- 
sand billion  lightyears  from  here. 
Yes,  that’s  right,  white-void  not 
black  Whereas  you  turn  ON  the 
light  we  turn  ON  the  dark  Doing 
withoutblacklightwas  aproblem 
for  me,  at  first.  We  sleep  during 
your  period  “day”,  in  a suspen- 
sion of  “essence”  and  engage  in 
photosynthesis.  Light  asyounow 
know,  sinceyou  found  something 
basic  to  us  - the  laser,  is  neverjust 
one  color,  but  a myriad  of  colors. 
We  refract  it,  and  are  - oh,  in 

continued  on  page  33 
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Australia 


Instinct, 

Conditioning 

or  Genetics? 


Survival  in  a 

gender-oriented  world. 

Joanne  Wilson 

Throughout  the  world,  today 
and  in  all  recorded  history,  there 
have  been  males  who  have 
shown,  in  one  way  or  another 
that  they  may  have  preferred  to 
have  been  bom  female.  Indeed, 
it  is  also  true  that  some  females 
seem  to  have  shown  a prefer- 
ence that  they  had  been  bom 
male  but  the  evidence  suggests 
that  the  former  considerably 
outnumber  the  latter. 

In  recent  times  and  certainly 
since  the  1950’s,  cross-gender 
oriented  males  have  been  allo- 
cated tags,  although  it  is  also 
true  that  some  psychiatrists 
and  psychologists  identified  the 
traits  well  before  the  fifties.  Since 
that  time,  however,  the  terms 
‘transvestite’  and  ‘transsexual’ 
have  come  into  common  usage. 

History  records  almost  no 


transsexuals  before  Christine 
J orgensen  but  that  is  not  to  say 
there  were  none.  Transsexuality 
is  a state  of  mind  even  more 
than  it  is  a physical  possibility 
and  therefore  there  would  have 
been  thousands  of  TSs  before 
the  operation  became  a medi- 
cal possibility. 

History  also  records  hun- 
dreds of  examples  of  men  who, 
for  one  reason  or  another, 
dressed  in  the  clothes  of  women. 
Significantly,  the  hundreds  re- 
corded were  more  or  less  fa- 
mous, since  their  escapades 
made  the  history  books,  but 
there  would  have  been  thou- 
sands more  whose  obscurity 
precluded  them  historical 
identification. 

Since  sex  reassignment  sur- 
gery became  a reality  TSs  have 
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been  divided  into  what  are 
commonly  known  as  pre-op  and 
post-op.  Many  of  those  who  are 
pre-op  will  remain  so  all  of  their 
lives  and  yet  are  still  trans- 
sexual. They  are  either  afraid  or 
unwilling  to  undergo  the  trau- 
matic and  painful  operation,  or 
they  see  no  need  to  do  so.  Some 
will  elect  to  live  and  work  as 
women  full-time,  even  without 
the  operation.  Generally,  they 
are  those  who  pass  easily  as 
women.  Others  will  spend  their 
lives  as  superficial  males  be- 
cause they  cannotbewhattheir 
minds  tell  them  they  should 
always  have  been. 

Conversely,  there  are  many 
TVs  who  live  and  work  as  full- 
time women  and  yet  would  not 
call  themselves  transsexuals. 
To  some  extent  the  variation 
depends  on  their  preferences 
in  sexual  partners.  Most,  but 
not  exclusively,  TSs  prefer  males 
and  TVs  prefer  females. 

It  is  complicated  and  often 
inappropriate  to  apply  the 
words  “homosexual”  and  “het- 
erosexual” to  TSs  and  TVs.  Most 
pre-and  post-op  TSs,  for  ex- 
ample, insist  they  are  hetero- 
sexual because  they  are  and 
always  have  been  women  and, 
as  such,  their  partnership  pref- 
erence is  for  males.  But  some 
TSs  (and  TVs)  use  their  “fe- 


maleness” as  a cover  for  being 
homosexual,  of  which  they  are 
profoundly  ashamed.  Being  a 
‘woman’  justifies  their  sexual 
preference  for  males. 

There  are  a large  number  of 
TSs  who  have  taken  the  step 
into  womanhood  late  in  life, 
perhaps  having  spent  years  as 
TVs.  Many  of  these  have 
struggled  through  marriages 
and  the  raising  of  children  only 
to  finally  break  with  traditional 
expectations  when  life  became 
totally  intolerable.  Examples  of 
these  are  well  documented  in 
autobiographies;  Robert  Cowell, 
ex-British  fighter  pilot;  travel 
journalist  Jan  Morris;  and 
musician  Wendy  Carlos. 

Today  many  TSs  make  their 
move  into  womanhood  much 
earlier,  many  in  their  late  teens 
and  early  twenties.  Such  is  the 
courage  afforded  by  publicity 
and  the  understanding  afforded 
by  awareness.  I know  a 46- 
year-old  TS  illustrator  with  a 
19-year-old  TS  ‘daughter.’ 

We  know  only  too  well  that 
most  TVs  are  heterosexual  in 
that  they  prefer  female  sexual 
partners  all  of  their  lives.  In 
fact,  it  seems  such  males  prefer 
everything  female.  Virginia 
Prince  referred  to  them  as 
femmephiles. 

For  the  heterosexual TVhap- 
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piness  often  depends  upon  the 
attitude  of  the  sexual  partner. 
Thousands  ofTV  marriages  end 
in  divorce  because  the  wife 
cannot  accept  that  her  spouse 
likes  to  be  a woman  occasion- 
ally/often/regularly. That’s  not 
surprising.  The  lithely  muscled 
youth  she  married  looks  alto- 
gether different  in  a bra,  pant- 
ies, high  heels  and  a dress. 
Interestingly,  for  many  woman 
who  do  accept  their  husbands 
transvestism,  there  is  a marked 
improvement  in  the  overall 
quality  of  the  relationship.  But 
clearly  it  is  not  easy  for  a girl  to 
find  that  her  man  had  a chink 
in  his  armour. 

Defining  the  possibilities  and 
probabilities,  however,  brings 
us  no  closer  to  understanding 
why  so  many  men,  hundreds  of 
thousands  of  them,  prefer  to  be 
women,  whether  it  be  part-time 
or  full-time. 

There  are  many,  many  theo- 
ries though,  and  much  specu- 
lation. Something  we  do  know 
is  this:  from  conception  all  men, 
and  all  women  for  that  matter, 
carry  within  their  minds  and 
bodies  elements  of  the  opposite 
sex.  There  are  feminine  charac- 
teristics in  all  males  and  mas- 
culine characteristics  in  all 
women.  So  how  much  does 
instinct,  genetics  and  final  con- 


ditioning play  a part  in  what 
eventually,  we  turn  out  to  be? 

Consider  the  following:  a 
quote  from  an  Australian 
women’s  fashion  magazine  of 
the  late  80’s,  “women  have  bor- 
rowed the  odd  piece  from  the 
male  wardrobe  for  years  but 
now  you  can  put  the  whole  lot 
in  your  wardrobe.” 

Imagine  those  lines,  reversed 
of  course,  in  a man’s  magazine. 
It  just  could  not  happen.  Not 
yet,  anyway.  The  magazine 
mentioned  above  was  an  issue 
devoted  entirely  to  men’s  cloth- 
ing for  women.  The  photo  cap- 
tions were  interesting. 

“...the  new  masculine  look 
takes  the  offhand  way  men 
dress  and  puts  it  with  oversize 
coats,  cropped  pants  and  strong 
lace-up  walking  shoes. 

“...simplicity  of  men’s  styling 
in  just  three  pieces. 

“...looks  like  Dad’s  checked 
suit,  which  is  exactly  the  point. 
Pull  down  a roomy  hat,  add  a 
brolly,  briefcase,  spotted  cra- 
vat and  beat  Dad  at  his  own 
game.” 

Imagine  the  outcry  if  Dad 
had  tried  to  beat  his  daughter 
at  her  “own  game?” 

It’s  so  easy  for  the  girls.  When 
a girl  is  sick  of  femininity,  when 
she  fells  “tomboyish”,  she  strips 
off  the  make-up,  ties  back  her 
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hair,  dons  jeans  a sweatshirt 
and  that’s  fine.  But  when  a 
male  is  sick  of  masculinity  he 
can’t  simply  do  the  reverse.  No 
skirts,  high  heels  and  make-up 
for  him.  Not  in  public  anyway. 

In  the  mid-eighties  though, 
some  of  the  kids  were  trying  to 
change  that.  Certain  rock  stars 
and  groups  helped  in  away.  So 
did  the  movie  ‘Tootsie.”  An  ar- 
ticle in  the  “Weekend  Austra- 
lian” newspaper  in  1984  pro- 
filed the  Sydney  and  Melbourne 
androgynous  set,  who  claimed 
they  were  ‘fighting  back.’ 

But  we’re  not  really  talking  of 
androgyny  here,  although  psy- 
chological androgyny  may  well 
be  a factor.  A speaker  at  a 
national  TV/TS  seminar  in 
Great  Britain  backin  1974said, 
“Man’s  evolution  is  not  yet  fin- 
ished. Both  his  mind  and  his 
body  exhibit  sexually  ambigu- 
ous traits.  He  is,  in  a sense,  an 
‘intersex’  species.  The  trans- 
vestite, according  to  the  Jungian 
theory  of  the  anima  - the  Eve 
within  every  man  - is  calling 
forth  his  Eve  from  the  subcon- 
scious and  giving  her  a body  - 
his  own.” 

But  what  is  it  that  keys  in  the 
possibility  in  some  men  and 
not  in  others?  Such  men,  it  is 
generally  considered,  have  a 
high  degree  of ‘opposite  gender’ 


in  their  personalities  and  very 
likely  because  of  a mild,  but 
significant,  hormonal  imbal- 
ance. That  is,  the  degree  of 
“femaleness”  in  men  varies. 

The  only  outlet  for  such 
males,  the  only  way  possible  for 
them  to  express  such  female- 
ness, is  through  clothing.  Or, 
conversely,  it  is  impossible  for 
such  men  to  call  forth  their 
Eve’s  while  they  are  naked  and 
perhaps  even  more  impossible 
to  do  so  while  they  are  dressed 
in  male  clothing.  The  clothing 
is  massively  symbolic. 

It  is  precisely  this  variance  of 
femaleness  which  determines 
the  level  of intensity  of  the  cross- 
dressing need;  for  some,  occa- 
sionally, for  others,  perma- 
nently. And  it  may  well  be  the 
level  of  this  femaleness  which 
splits  transvestism  from 
transsexualism. 

A young  boy  who  feels  this 
femaleness  profoundly  and 
permanently  is  obviously  going 
to  feel  “like  a woman  trapped  in 
a male  body”  - a very  common 
expression  among  TSs. 

Another  young  boy  who  feels 
it  only  occasionally  will  be  less 
driven  by  such  feelings  but 
nonetheless  puzzled.  Because 
the  levels  of  intensify  are  less  it 
will  be  possible  for  such  a boy  to 
restrain  himself  - to  a greater  or 
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lesser  degree  once  again. 

But  regular  exposure  to  the 
Eve  component  will  produce  a 
harmony  and  a balance  which 
is  effectively  impossible  to  deny. 

A youngster  wearing  his 
sister’s  clothes  in  secret  will  not 
understand  what  he  is  feeling 
other  than  that  it  feels  ‘good.’ 
The  boy  who  wears  his  sister’s 
clothes  with  her  permission, 
perhaps  even  approval,  will  feel 
even  better  because  she  helps 
remove  some  of  the  guilt.  More- 
over, he  is  balancing  what  he 
sees  her  do  so  often  with  im- 
punity - she  often  looks  like 
him  - he  rarely  looks  like  her. 

It  is  precisely  this  need  for 
approval  which  is  represented 
so  often  in  TV  fiction  - not  the 
punishment  kind,  but  the  ap- 
proval kind.  The  mother/son, 
aunt/nephew,  sister/brother 
relationship  so  deeply  craved. 

So  - genetics?  Yes,  because 
the  boy  is  bom  with  this  fe- 
maleness level.  Instinct? 
Equally  because  he  cannot  deny 
such  profound  feelings. 

Conditioning?  A different 
story  entirely.  Family  pre-con- 
ditioning exists  for  both  boys 
and  girls  but  to  a much  more 
intense  level  for  boys  than  for 
girls.  So  much  more  is  expected 
of  them.  Girls  have  the  choice, 
boys  don’t. 


Which  simply  explains  why 
wanting  to  be  a girl  is  such  a 
hideously  guilt-ridden  emotion. 
It’s  absolutely  against  family/ 
societal  conditioning. 

In  time,  when,  and  if,  the 
young  ‘female’  man  grows  out 
of  his  guilt,  he  faces  new  barri- 
ers which  are,  again,  almost 
exclusively  one  way.  A young 
woman  can,  at  any  point  she 
chooses,  abandon  make-up, 
skirts,  high  heels,  long  hair, 
jewelry  and  all  the  outward 
trappings  of  womanhood  and 
remain  employable,  socially 
acceptable  and  generally  free 
from  ridicule,  even  if  she  looks 
like  a man.  The  worst  she  can 
expect  is  that  she  will  be  con- 
sidered eccentric.  In  her  mind 
she  may  well  have  ‘changed 
sex.’  She  can  continue  to  use 
female  toilets  and  travel  on  a 
female  passport  causing  noth- 
ing more  than  a raised  brow. 

But  the  male  equivalent  can- 
not expect  to  be  accepted  in  the 
male  toilets  in  a skirt,  high 
heels  and  make-up  nor  can  he 
easily  travel  on  a male  passport 
without  serious  questioning  at 
most  customs  gates.  Moreover, 
he  will  be  labeled  much  more 
harshly  than  ‘eccentric’  and  is 
constantly  exposed  to  harass- 
ment at  the  least  and  thuggery 
at  the  worst. 
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All  of  this  because  of  condi- 
tioning. A woman  may  aspire  to 
maledom  - a male  may  not 
aspire  to  femaledom.  Not  in  the 
western  ‘civilized’  world  any- 
way. Not  yet. 

But...  In  time,  more  under- 
standing in  parents  is  probably 
as  important  an  area  of  educa- 
tion and  enlightenment  as  any. 
Parents  who  have  different  ex- 
pectations. Parents  who  recog- 
nize and  heed  the  warning  signs. 
Parents  who  are  prepared  to 
forgo  pre-conditioning. 

I mentioned  earlier  that  I 
know  a TS  woman  with  a TS 
daughter.  Although  divorced 
and  living  separately,  the 
woman  and  her  ex-wife  remain 
close  friends.  Early  after  the 
separation  the  woman  steadily 
became  aware  that  her  then 
nine-year-old  son  was  not  like 
other  boys.  She  discussed  the 
subject  with  her  ex-wife  who, 
similarly  aware,  had  also  no- 
ticed. The  boy,  quite  rightly, 
had  never  been  precluded  ac- 
cess to  the  person  who  was 
once  his  father.  The  couple 
worried  that  it  might  simply  be 
this  access  and  awareness 
which  was  influencing  their  son. 
They  consulted  a psychiatrist 
who  examined  the  boy  over  a 
period  of  months  and  finally 
suggested  the  boy  should  live 


with  his  ex-father  for  a time. 
The  psychiatrist  suspected  that 
the  boy  had  inherited  his 
father’s  ‘femaleness’  genes  and, 
therefore,  instincts,  and  that 
no  amount  of  conditioning 
would  change  him.  The  boy,  at 
age  fifteen,  moved  in  with  the 
TS.  Relieved  of  the  inhibitions 
caused  by  his  own  concept  of 
what  should  been  his  relation- 
ship with  his  mother  and  his 
sister,  the  boy  soon  after  asked 
the  TS  if  he  could  wear  a dress 
sometimes.  Under  the  circum- 
stances the  woman  could  hardly 
refuse.  With  neither  encour- 
agement not  discouragement 
the  boy  was  simply  allowed  to 
find  his  own  way  through  the 
gender  maze. 

The  “sometimes”  became  of- 
ten, and  the  often,  regularly. 
Underwear,  high  heels  and 
make-up  were  added  to  the 
dress.  The  boy’s  inate  female- 
ness was  allowed  to  surface. 
His  mother  and  sister  saw  him 
as  a girl  often,  always  with  love 
and  understanding. 

The  boy  was  asked  to  com- 
plete his  remaining  eighteen 
months  of  high  school  and  to 
keep  his  other  needs  within  the 
family  for  that  period.  During 
the  same  period  he  was  not 
coached  in  the  manners  and 
habits  of  women  but  seemed 
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naturally  to  acquire  them.  He 
was  allowed  to  go  out  as  a girl 
but  only  with  either  his  mother 
or  the  woman  as  chaperone. 

With  his  schooling  behind 
him  the  psychiatrist  recom- 
mended the  mandatory  year  of 
living  as  a woman  before  he 
would  make  any  further  rec- 
ommendations. The  boy,  at  first, 
couldnotevenapplyforajob  or 
further  specialist  training  (he 
wanted  to  become  a hairdresser) 
because  it  would  mean  mis- 
representing himself. 


However,  a mutual  friend  of 
his  mother  and  the  woman  was 
eventually  told  of  what  was  go- 
ing on  and,  running  a single 
operator  women’s  clothing 
shop,  agreed  to  take  the  boy  on 
as  a part-time  female  assis- 
tant. 

The  boy,  now  girl,  still  lives 
with  the  woman,  some  seven 
months  post-op.  He  works  for 
the  boutique  operator  full-time 
as  the  assistant  manager. 

He  is  classically  representa- 
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India 


Greetings 

From 


India 

by  Rajani 


Hello,  girls.  I am  Rajani,  your 
TV  sister  from  India.  After  my 
talks  with  various  groups  in  the 
United  Kingdom  and  the  United 
States,  I have  found  to  my  dis- 
belief that  I was  the  only  Indian 
to  get  in  touch  with  them.  It  was 
really  strange  because  I belong 
to  a country  of  700  million 
people.  I keep  on  reading  so 
much  about  the  TV/TS/FI 
scene  in  India  that  I believe 
there  are  at  least  50  million 
men  with  such  tendencies. 

The  first  reason  of  course  is 
the  large  population.  The  sec- 
ond is  the  preference  of  parents 
(to  the  limits  of  craziness)  for 
baby  boys.  The  resulting  pres- 
sures/responsibilities on  aboy/ 
man  may  tend  to  make  them 
feel  that  they  would  have  been 
better  off  as  a girl.  (As  is  my 
case.)  The  third  reason  is  the 
large  numbers  ofletters/articles 
published  in  the  Indian  press 


in  relation  to  crossdressing/ 
sex-change/female  imperson- 
ators, etc.  One  more  factor  for 
crossdressers  in  India  is  the 
relative  restrictions  on  girls  and 
women.  Therefore,  it  has  led  to 
the  impersonation  of  females 
by  boys/men  on  television, 
stage  and  film.  India’s  first  few 
feature  films  had  a male  hero- 
ine in  them. 

The  tradition  of  Female  Im- 
personation still  continues  in 
India  and  is  fully  acceptable  in 
society.  There  is  also  a large 
population  of  “Hijras”  in  India. 
The  “Hijras”  are  what  we  refer 
to  as  full  time  TV/TS’s  in  the 
western  world.  These  are  men 
who  dress  up  full  time  en  femme 
and  have  their  associations 
throughout  India.  Strangely 
enough,  the  “Hijras”  are  con- 
sidered auspicious  in  all  Indian 
ceremonies  and  therefore  their 
presence  is  a must  on  all  festive 
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occasions.  Still  these  people  are 
shunned  from  normal  life  by 
the  society  in  the  sense  that 
they  do  not  get  any  jobs,  do  not 
have  any  rights  to  parental 
property,  etc.  These  “Hijras” 
have  to  earn  their  living  by 
dancing  and  singing. 


MY  OWN  STORY 


I am  sitting  in  front  of  my 
dressing  table.  I am  wearing  a 
red  bridal  saree  with  a match- 
ing red  blouse.  My  fully  devel- 
oped boobs  stand  firm  in  the 
blouse  under  the  size  40  bra. 
My  face  is  well  made-up  as  an 
Indian  bride.  The  make-up  is  in 
line  with  the  occasion  of  my 
marriage.  My  lips  have  been 
coated  with  crimson  red  lipstick 
and  the  light  make-up  all  over 
the  face  enhances  my  beauty.  I 
amwearingabeautifblnecklace 
of  diamonds  with  a matching 
pair  of  earrings.  I forgot  to 
mention  the  beautiful  “nose 
ring”  which  enhances  my 
femininity.  My  hands  are  full  of 
red  “bridal”  bangles.  My  nails 
are  painted  bright  red.  I look 
every  inch  the  beautiful,  shy 
bride  that  I want  to  be.  I give  a 
snap  to  my  long  flowing  hair 
and  bring  it  to  my  front  (in 
between  my  breasts)  and  pose 
in  a typical  feminine  pose.  I say 
to  myself,  “Rajani,  today  your 


bridegroom  will  really  go  ga-ga 
over  your  beauty.” 

Suddenly  I wake  from  my 
dream  and  face  the  reality.  My 
smooth  beautiful  face  is  the 
result  of  a close  shave  (more 
than  two  times)  and  a long 
session  of  make-up.  My  long 
flowing  tresses  are  nothing  but 
a well  made  synthetic  hair  wig. 
My  “breasts”  are  actually  tissue 
papers  rolled  up  to  fill  my  bra. 
Yes!!  I am  a transvestite.  I just 
love  the  feel  of  wearing  of 
women’s  clothes.  I especially 
love  the  bride’s  outfit.  (In  my 
fantasies,  I wish  to  be  the  bride 
of  the  most  handsome  man  in 
the  world.) 

I often  start  thinking  as  to 
why  I like  to  dress  up.  Earlier  I 
used  to  think  that  I was  the 
only  one  of  my  kind  in  the 
world.  But  gradually  it  dawned 
on  me  that  perhaps  there  are 
millions  of  my  kind  out  there. 
In  the  beginning  even  one  ar- 
ticle of  women’s  clothing  next 
to  my  body  would  lead  me  to 
ecstasy.  But  gradually  I started 
experimenting  with  a full  range 
of  women’s  dressings,  includ- 
ing nightgowns,  skirts,  minis, 
micro-mini  skirts,  gowns, 
sarees,  blouses,  etc. 

For  all  of  you  who  might  be 
having  difficulty  in  under- 
standing what  exactly  are  these 
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sarees,  blouses,  etc.,  I am  en- 
closing an  illustration.  This  way 
you  will  truly  appreciate  my 
expressions.  You  may  also  re- 
alize that  the  saree  is  perhaps 
the  most  feminine  of  all  women’s 
garments.  (Hey,  there  girls,  you 
are  really  missing  something  if 
you  haven’t  tried  a saree.  You 
will  love  it!) 

I then  graduated  to  using  a 
home-made  wig  which  was  later 


Saree,  Bindi  & Blouse 


replaced  by  a bouffant  black 
wig  bought  from  a big  depart- 
mentalstore.  (Howlboughtitis 
another  story  — maybe  some 
other  time  I’ll  tell  it.)  I then 
started  using  lipstick  and 
“bindi.”  A bindi  is  a typical  In- 
dian feminine  beauty  spot  in 
different  colors,  worn  in  the 
center  of  the  forehead.  (See  the 
illustration.) 

I dress  up  every  time  I am 
alone.  I have,  over  time,  built 
up  my  own  wardrobe  which  is 
kept  locked  in  a case  in  my 
room.  The  wardrobe  consists  of 
my  favorite  bras  (black,  white, 
brown,  etc.),  flimsy  nightgowns 
(which  truly  show  my  feminine 
figure),  flowing  colored  sarees 
(which  stick  to  my  curves), 
blouses,  and  the  bridal  wear 
(kept  for  my  dream  marriage.) 

I don’t  know  where  this  cute 
habit  of  mine  is  going  to  lead  me 
but  I’m  trying  to  enjoy  every 
moment  out  of  it  as  a girl. 

I would  very  much  like  to 
hear  from  many  of  you.  If  you 
are  planning  a trip  to  India,  I 
would  like  to  meet  you,  as  well. 
You  may  write  to  me  at  the 
following  address:  R.  Kumar, 
P.O.  Box  3543,  Lajpat  Nagar, 
New  Delhi,  1 10024,  India. 

‘Bye  for  now  , and  wishing 
you  all  the  best  for  your  femme 
self.  Much  love,  Rajani. 
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A Very  Unusual  Canadian 


Melanie  Susan  Dale 

After  the  guilt  came  the  loneli- 
ness. My  other  self  lived  only  in 
private,  secretly  dressing  when 
the  house  was  empty  and  only 
occasionally  venturing  out  at 
night  to  walk  on  precarious 
heels  down  lampless  streets. 
Then,  when  the  family  pulled 
out,  it  was  possible  to  spend 
more  time  in  the  other  role  and 
I was  deliriously  happy  - but 
alone.  Eventually  the  loneliness 
hurt,  like  a wound. 

So  I decided  to  advertise.  Over 
the  next  two  weeks  my  post- 
office  box  received  more  than 
thirty  letters,  queries,  confes- 
sions, and  exhortations  to  join 
churches,  temples  or  fellow- 
ships. But  only  one  letter 
aroused  my  interest  as  well  as 
my  delight. 

I opened  a sturdy  envelope  to 
find  expensive  letter  paper  on 
which  the  words  seemed  to  leap 
out  with  a life  of  their  own.  I’d 
already  made  enough  attempts 
at  writing  to  recognize  the  skill 
of  a professional  journalist. 


“My  transvestism  has  evolved 
from  a fascination  with  women’s 
clothes  in  my  adolescence  to  a 
feeling  of  frustration  and  re- 
sentment in  my  married  life 
that  men  have  no  choice  but  to 
play  a masculine  role  socially 
(and  maritally)  while  women 
have  developed  a kaleidoscope 
of  choice  in  the  roles  they  wish 
to  play.  I don’t  believe  that  men 
should  be  driven  to  dramatic 
surgical  intervention  in  order 
to  embrace  femininity,  though 
I believe  it  quite  valid  if  they 
want  to  go  that  route.  But  I 
don’t  believe  one’s  whole  life 
should  be  set  on  one  track  or 
the  other . If  women  can  work  in 
a sawmill  during  the  day  and 
put  on  a dress  for  an  evening 
outing,  why  not  men?  Why  can’t 
we  go  back  and  forth  from 
masculine  to  feminine  mode 
over  days,  months  or  years?” 
Iwasstunned.  Ifeltas  though 
a Philip  K.  Dick  science  fiction 
story  had  suddenly  coming 
alive.  Dick’s  obsessive  question 
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"Who  is  human  and  who  only 
appears  human?”  was  being 
transformed  as  I read  to:  “Who 
is  male  and  who  only  appears 
male?  And  must  the  two  exist 
in  separate  bodies?” 

The  letter  was  signed  Donna 
and  reading  her  vivid  sentences 
effected  a sudden  change  in  my 
perceptions.  I needed  no  longer 
to  regard  my  duality  in  a 
negative  light:  its  inner  stress 
could  be  changed  into  a positive 
force.  I should  lay  definite  claim 
to  a “kaleidoscope  of  choice” 
which  could  only  enhance  my 
personality  and  maybe  grant 
me  new  insights  into  some  of 
the  ambiguities  of  life. 

A few  lines  on  pale  yellow 
letter-paper  converted  me  from 
quavering  doubt  into  modest 
self-confidence. 

Dazed  I sat  at  my  typewriter 
to  answer  Donna’s  letter.  My 
words  seemed  shabby  in  con- 
trast to  her  sparkling  percep- 
tions and  in-depth  thinking. 

We  arranged  to  meet. 

Donna’s  preference  was  for  a 
daytime  rendezvous  on  a day 
when  she  did  the  family  shop- 
ping. We  agreed  on  an  inter- 
section about  a mile  from  the 
downtown  district. 

Reluctantly,  I dressed  male.  I 
was  still  unsure  of  being  able  to 
pass  as  female  in  daylight. 


On  a mild  September  morn- 
ing I stood  at  the  intersection.  I 
was  nervous  with  curiosity.  I 
watched  stopping  cars  anx- 
iously. A cab  drewup.  A middle- 
aged  dumpy  woman  stepped 
out.  I approached.  She  turned 
away,  toward  an  apartment 
building,  ignoring  me. 

A young  woman  with  shoul- 
der-length blond  hair  came 
delicately  on  heels  up  the  hill 
from  town  seeming  to  walk  di- 
rectly towards  me.  I went  to- 
wards her.  Her  dark  blue  eyes 
bored  into  mine  as  she  stepped 
scornfully  past.  I was  forgetting 
the  ever-threatening  potential 
of  maleness. 

The  next  minute  Donna  ap- 
peared. She  seemed  to  come 
from  nowhere.  Suddenly  she 
was  beside  me.  I looked  around 
and  saw  the  pleasant  welcom- 
ing face  of  a person  aged  about 
thirty-five;  her  brown  hair  was 
femininely  waved  and  flowed  to 
cover  the  nape  of  the  neck.  She 
wore  a purplish-plaid  full- 
flowing skirt,  medium  high 
heels  and  a white,  full-sleeved 
blouse  that  outlined  her  bras- 
siere and  the  soft  trace  of  lace 
on  her  slip.  A purse  swung 
easily  from  her  shoulders. 

“My  escort?”  she  questioned 
coyly. 

She  conveyed  an  impression 
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of  needing  no  escort  under  any 
circumstances. 

“Donna?”  I queried,  uncer- 
tain as  always. 

She  merely  smiled. 

I was  dumbfounded.  She  was 
so  completely  a woman. 

“Shall  we  go?” 

“Let’s  walk.  Then  we  can  talk.” 
We  turned  into  the  boulevard 
streets  of  a once  affluent 
neighborhood . The  large  houses 
and  broad  lawns  stared  at  our 
progress:  they  showed  no  signs 
of  amazement  but  I was  over- 
whelmed by  Donna’s  presence 
beside  me.  I’d  never  seen  such 
totalfemininityin  agenetic  male 
except  in  movies  or  on  the  stage. 

As  we  walked  I studied  her 
more  carefully.  The  dangling 
earrings  with  pale  red  stones 
exactly  matched  the  color  of 
her  lips  which  in  turn  matched 
her  small  red  finger  nails  and 
the  soft  red  leather  ofher  shoes. 
Here  were  standards  of  feminine 
presentation  I had  never 
dreamed  of.  And  her  voice  was 
a subtle  half-whisper.  I’d  heard 
more  masculine  tones  from 
genetic  women. 

We  went  past  a school.  Fe- 
male teenagers  at  their  mid- 
moming  break  stared  through 
wire  mesh,  scrutinizing  Donna. 
She  smiled  radiantly  back.  The 
girls  grinned  with  delight. 


We  approached  a senior 
citizen’s  home.  Several  old  la- 
dies were  coming  out  onto  the 
sidewalk.  They  looked  courte- 
ously at  Donna.  She  acknowl- 
edged them  with  a gentle  “lovely 
moming.”They  responded  with 
soft  words  of  agreement. 

A woman  in  her  twenties 
pushing  a baby  carriage  walked 
towards  us.  I stood  aside  on  the 
grass  verge.  Donna  stopped  and 
bent  forwards  to  look  at  the 
sleeping  child.  The  mother 
looked  wordlessly  at  Donna  who 
said  nothing  but  exquisitely 
smiled.  I was  ignored,  but  in- 
trigued. I was  learning  the  se- 
cret language  of  feminine 
communication  that  can 
transform  the  most  common- 
place encounters  into  a magic 
of  shared  courtesies. 

And  all  the  while,  in  the  long 
intervals  when  there  were  no 
other  persons  in  our  vicinity, 
we  talked. 

Donna  was  married  with  a 
partially  accepting  wife  and  two 
teenage  daughters  who  had 
grown  up  with  the  knowledge  of 
their  father’s  duality.  (I  wished 
that  had  been  my  experience!) 
They  were  a happy,  united 
family.  Donna’s  deepest  love 
was  always  for  them. 

Her  words  and  tones  were 
gentle  when  she  spoke  of  her 
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family  and  female  experiences 
— going  to  the  supermarket  for 
the  week’s  shopping  or  visiting 
elderly  ladies  confined  to  a 
resthome. 

But  her  tone  changed  and 
her  body  stiffened  when  she 
spoke  of  men.  She  talked  of  a 
psychosexual  mindset:  gov- 
ernment and  corporate  ma- 
nipulations forced  men  into 
roles  where  confrontation  and 
violence  were  made  to  appear 
natural.  She  claimed  that  the 
psychosexual  roles  men  were 
required  to  play  precondition 
them  into  attitudes  that  make 
rape  and  war  seem  normal.  Far 
from  being  free,  men  were  the 
most  victimized  persons  in  a 
work-ethic,  competitive  society. 

Then  she  added,  as  we  re- 
turned to  the  intersection  where 
we  had  met,  “I’m  third  genera- 
tion Canadian.  The  traditions 
of  this  country  are  not  macho. 
We  are  not  an  aggressive  people. 
We  are  gentle,  not  violent.  We 
prefer  cooperation,  conciliation. 
We  work  to  build  communities, 
not  impersonal  organizations. 


But  something  has  gone  very 
wrong.  I feel  most  Canadian, 
most  in  touch  with  my  heritage, 
when  I’m  most  a woman.” 

She  switched  her  purse  from 
one  shoulder  to  the  other. 

“Fortunately,  I operate  my 
own  business  from  my  own 
basement.  I’m  lucky.  I don’t 
have  to  compete.  I don’t  have  to 
hate.”  She  paused.  We  were  at 
the  intersection.  I asked:  “Shall 
we  meet  again?” 

Immediately  I regretted  the 
words.  I felt  grotesquely  male 
uttering  an  implicit  invitation. 

Donna  looked  distantly  atme 
as  though  from  a summit  of 
moral  superiority.  Her  thinking, 
like  her  insights,  were  far  clearer 
than  mine.  She  smiled. 

“Only  if  you  can  introduce 
me  to  somebody  just  like  me.” 
She  waited  and  then  turned 
abruptly  away.  She  seemed  to 
merge  at  once  into  a crowd  of 
high  school  girls. 

I never  met  anybody  like 
Donna  again  InevermetDonna 
again.  But  she  had  changed  my 
life.  I’ve  never  felt  alone  again. 
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After  pondering  on  this  Anniversary  Issue 
I thought  simply  to  put  my  Best  wishes  to  rhyme 
So  here  is  a Toast  to  all  of  you  readers 
^ fJdayyour  hours  he  hotter  than  mine. 


Oday  your  duality  he  the  light  in  your  life 
That  shall glozv  to  the  ending  of  time... 

We  imagine  the  future  and  celebrate  the  past 
Qiving  our  thanks  to  you  that  chose: 

To  dress  in  frill,  satin,  leather  and  spondee 
Tip-toeing  the  night  streets  in  fashion  in  hose 


Three  cheers  for  you  all! 

Oday  your  reading  he  inspiring 
And  may  your  life  shine  to  the  very  last  day. 

9day  you  sparkle  zoith  heauty  through  your  transformation 
I’ll  he  there  loving  you  all  of  the  way! 
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The  Queen  Mum,  Lili  on  the  lower  left,  the  Princess,  Jayne  on  the  lower  right , 
and  the  court,  (l  to  r.)  M.  Jade  Black,  Dina  Amberle,  and  Bridget 
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Paradise  In  The  Poconos 


One  of  the  longest  running 
events  for  crossdressers  is  the 
Pocono  getaway  weekend. 

Started  in  the  late  ’70s  by 
Joyce  Dewhurst  the  Pocono 
weekend  is  (and  has  been)  a 
good  way  to  get  out  of  the  closet 
and  meet  other  transvestites. 
People  from  all  over  the  country 
attend  these  events  and  many 
long  term  friendships  have  be- 
gun at  one  of  these  weekends. 

Dewhurst  ran  the  weekends 
by  herself  for  many  years,  but 
an  illness  in  1986  forced  her  to 
seek  an  assistant.  She  chose 
JoAnn  Roberts,  who  earlier, 
with  Morgan,  Kelly,  Madam-X, 
and  Denise  Mason,  planned 
and  produced  the  talent  shows 
at  the  weekends. 

Roberts  later  decided  she 
could  do  as  well,  if  not  better 
than  Dewhurst,  and  set  up  a 
competing  event  called  Paradise 
In  The  Poconos.  Before  there 
could  be  a face-off  between  the 
two  promoters,  Dewhurst  died 


unexpectedly.  Nevertheless, 
Paradise  In  The  Poconos  owes  a 
lot  to  Joyce  Dewhurst. 

The  latest  Paradise  event 
starts  off  with  a “Welcome” 
cocktail  party  and  Bar-B-Q  on 
Thursday  afternoon.  The  at- 
mosphere is  very  casual  and 
the  idea  is  to  meet  and  chat 
with  new  friends.  Later  in  the 
evening,  a costume  party  is 
hosted  with  a professional  DJ. 
The  music  is  mellow  with  lotsa 
oldies  from  the  ’50s  and  ’60s, 
as  well  as  current  pop  music. 

Friday  morning  is  basically 
free  time  until  after  brunch. 
Then,  the  activities  start  with  a 
makeup  workshop  conducted 
by  Eric.  Eric  is  a master  of 
makeup  and  has  a wonderful, 
easy  going  manner.  Some  folks 
have  compared  him  to  Jim 
Bridges  and  prefer  Eric.  Eric 
and  Donna,  of  Donna’s  Hair 
Studio- 1,  are  on  hand  all 
weekend  for  makeovers  and 
hairstyling. 
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Above:  Costume  party  conte 
Debbie, 

Below:  Morgan  as  Arm 
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Friday  evening’s  festivities 
include  a formal,  sit-down 
dinner  followed  by  the  Princess 
Promenade. 

A central  feature  of  the 
Paradise  weekend  in  the  se- 
lection of  a Princess  of  the 
Poconos  and  her  court.  Every- 
one attending  the  weekend  is 
eligible  to  win  anyone  of  the 
titles:  Princess,  Ms.  Ingenue, 
Ms.  Congeniality,  or  Ms.  So- 
phistication. The  selection  of 
the  princess  and  her  court  are 
by  ballot  and  everyone  gets  a 
vote  for  their  favorite  candidate. 

The  Princess  Promenade  is 
the  last  activity  before  the 
princess  is  chosen  and  it  gives 
everyone  a chance  to  show  off 
their  best  party  or  ball  gown. 

Each  candidate  for  princess 
is  presented  to  the  QueenMum, 
Lili  Puccianne.  Lili  has  attended 
almost  every  single  Pocono 
weekend  all  the  way  back  to  the 
Dewhurst  events.  For  such 
dedication,  Lili  was  crowned 
Queen  in  perpetuity. 

After  the  princess  and  her 
court  are  selected,  the  party 
continues  in  the  bar  until  the 
very  wee  hours  of  the  morning. 

Saturday  morning  seems  to 
take  its  toll  on  the  late  night 
carousers  and  attendance  at 
brunch  is  sparse.  But,  most  of 
the  crew  is  alive  and  moving  by 


the  time  the  Tag  Sale  gets  un- 
derway. Lotsa  clothes,  shoes, 
wigs,  magazines  and  even  vid- 
eos change  hands  at  the  sale. 

Meanwhile,  other  kids  are 
practicing  for  the  Talent  Show 
that  night. 

Saturday  evening  begins  with 
a wine  and  cheese  reception 
followed  by  dinner,  a quick 
break  for  costume  changes  and 
the  show  begins. 

The  highlight  of  each  week- 
end, this  amateur  show  is  a lot 
of  fun  for  all.  Most  of  the  acts 
are  lip-synch,  but  there  are  a 
few  “live”  performances  that  are 
quite  good. 

After  the  show,  everyone,  once 
again,  files  back  to  the  bar  for 
good  music  and  party-time. 

Sunday  morning  is  always 
the  “shocker.”  After  spending 
so  much  time  in  paint  and  drag, 
it  is  difficult  to  come  down,  but 
most  do.  The  fun  is  trying  to 
figure  out  who  that  funny  little 
bald  man  was  the  night  before. 
The  slinky  blonde  with  the  slit 
up  to  there?  You’ve  got  to  be 
kidding.  Everyone  gets  reac- 
quainted on  Sunday  morning. 

Names  and  addresses  are  ex- 
changed, sometimes  with 
phone  numbers.  This  is  how 
friendships  start.  Come  out  at 
the  next  Pocono  weekend  .You’ll 
be  glad  you  did. 
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Thank  God  there’s  plenty  of  room  inside  here . It  rained  on  our  Bar-B-Q. 


One  of  the  costume  contestants  “ bares  it  all"  to  Elvira  (Kelly  Sheridan). 
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Miss  Sheila  says,  “Sox  it  to  me”  during  the  ’ 50s  sock  hop 
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The  “Deutsche  Szene” 


by  Susan  Jean  Smith 

Hi!  I’m  Susan,  a Texas  sister 
who  has  been  transplanted  here 
in  Europe  for  almost  six  won- 
derful years.  En  Femme  invited 
me  to  share  some  of  my  expe- 
riences with  you,  so  here  goes! 

Until  just  a few  weeks  ago,  I 
guess  there  wouldn’t  have  been 
much  to  tell.  I arrived  on  a 
freezing  November  morning  in 
1983,  certainly  a switch  from 
what  I had  been  used  to  in  El 
Paso  (known  as  Sun  City,  USA) . 

Being  in  the  military  also 
didn’t  lend  any  promise  that  I’d 
be  able  to  pursue  my  “hobby” 
very  much  either.  Occasionally, 
I’d  dress  up,  go  out  and  flirt 
with  guys,  but  for  the  most 
part,  it  was  work,  work,  work. . . 

Luckily,  I did  manage  to  pick 
up  a bachelor’s  degree  in  Ger- 
man on  base  with  the  Univer- 
sity of  Maryland’s  overseas 
branch.  It  took  me  five  years  to 
get  it,  but  once  I did,  I knew  I 
had  the  confidence  to  seek  out 


what  I wanted:  a chance  to  be 
with  others  like  me. 

It  didn’t  take  long  for  me  to 
find  out  that  the  TV/TS  scene 
in  Germany  was  either  very 
underground  or  else  just  non- 
existent. I placed  a few  discreet 
ads,  and  answered  a few  in 
German  contact  magazines. 
The  best  luck  I had  was  when  a 
German  sister  who  was  trying 
to  form  a club  invited  me  to  an 
initial  meeting  in  Cologne.  The 
“membership”  that  night  was 
only  a half  dozen  or  so  trans- 
vestites. Our  rendezvous  point 
was  a predominantly  gay  bar. 
I’m  not  gay  myself  (rather,  bi- 
sexual, and  for  those  who  don’t 
know  it,  there  is  a difference)  so 
I really  didn’t  feel  all  that  com- 
fortable there.  However,  I did 
meet  a really  nice  guy  there  - a 
"friend”  of  transvestites,  I think 
he  was  called.  We  certainly  be- 
came more  than  friends  that 
night,  but  that’s  another  story. . . 
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As  fate  would  have  it,  the 
club  fizzled,  and  I never  heard 
from  what’s-her-name  again.  1 
avidly  read  magazines,  went  to 
gay  bars  (notin  drag)  and  asked 
questions.  Still  no  luck!  Was 
there  no  safe  haven  for  sisters 
anywhere  in  Deutschland? 

Feeling  more  than  a little 
frustrated  by  this  time,  I con- 
tacted a number  of  TV/TS  or- 
ganizations in  the  U.S.  (after  a 
visit  back  there),  inquiring 
about  such  clubs  in  Europe 
(particularly  Germany)  and 
work  opportunities  forTVs/TSs 
(anywhere!). 

After  more  disappointment,  1 
finally  began  to  reconcile  myself 
to  the  fact  that  I’d  have  to  go  to 
England  to  really  enjoy  myself. 
Then  it  happened!  At  last,  a 
break!  I received  a copy  of  the 
“TV/TS  Tapestry”  magazine 
from  the  International  Foun- 
dation for  Gender  Education 
(IFGE)  - 1 didn’t  even  recall  ever 
ordering  the  magazine  - and  in 
its  listings  ofworldwide  support 
organizations  in  Europe,  I saw 
an  ad  for  a group  known  as 
“Transidentitas”  in  a suburb  of 
Frankfurt,  quite  close  to  where 
I lived.  It  seemed  too  good  to  be 
true.  I wasted  no  time  in  writing 
them  a nice  letter,  in  German, 
inquiring  about  their  group. 

It  wasn’t  long  after  when  I got 


a response  - in  English!  The 
polite  letter  was  signed  by  a 
sister  called  “Gay."  She  cor- 
dially invited  me  to  attend  one 
of  their  meetings,  which  were 
held  every  Wednesday  ataplace 
called  the  Self-Help  and  Neigh- 
borhood Center  in  Frankfurt. 

Needless  to  say,  I wasted  no 
time  telling  my  boss  the  next 
Wednesday  that  I “had”  to  leave 
on  time  for  an  appointment 
with  German  friends  (I  didn’t 
have  to  lie) . I dressed  neatly  and 
conservatively,  wearing  a pink 
pastel  dress  well  below  the 
knees  (very  rare  for  me)  and 
matching  pink  pumps.  I wasn’t 
able  to  spend  as  much  time  on 
makeup  as  I would  have  liked 
because  the  meeting  began  at 
eight  punklich  (promptly).  Ger- 
mans are  always  prompt.  As  it 
turned  out,  I was  so  dam  ner- 
vous, I forgot  my  cigarettes  and 
money.  To  make  matters  worse, 
I had  a little  problem  finding 
the  place,  even  though  Gay  had 
also  furnished  me  with  a map. 

My  arrival  time  wound  up 
being  about  8:30.  The  meeting 
place  looked  to  me  like  a library 
or  some  other  public  place. 
Gay’s  letter  had  instructed  me 
to  go  to  the  rear  building,  on  the 
ground  floor,  to  the  cafeteria.  I 
entered  through  a main  door 
on  the  street,  which  led  into  an 
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alley.  In  the  distance,  I could 
see  the  rear  building  ill- 
uminated. I fumbled  around  at 
what  I perceived  to  be  the  main 
entrance,  steadily  ringing  a 
doorbell  and  getting  nowhere. 
Finally,  I saw  another  late  ar- 
rival enter  through  a side  door. 

Once  inside,  I was  more  at 
ease  once  I saw  a placard  for 
“Transidentitas”  on  a table  next 
to  the  doorway.  At  least  I was  in 
the  right  place.  But  I was  late! 

I was  in  a hallway  and  all  of 
the  activity  appeared  to  be 
taking  place  in  a room  at  the 
end  , obviously  the  cafeteria.  I 
entered.  It  looked  more  like  a 
small  bar  to  me. 

I braced  myself  for  fear  I might 
stir  some  kind  of  cominotion, 
but  the  few  people  there  really 
didn’t  pay  much  attention  to 
me.  There  was  a lady  behind  a 
bar  and  aboutfive  or  six  guys  at 
a table,  none  dressed.  There 
were  two  or  three  sisters  walking 
around  in  front  of  the  bar.  A 
table  nearby  was  filled  with 
literature  onTransidentitas  and 
transvestism  in  general.  I pe- 
rused it  quietly  then  sat  down. 

t wasn’t  long  before  one  of  the 
sisters  came  over  and  intro- 
duced herself.  It  was  Gay!  She 
was  also  the  group  treasurer 
and,  as  it  turned  out,  she  was 
from  Ireland.  She  introduced 


me  to  the  others:  Monika,  Erika 
and  some  whose  names  I 
couldritremember.  Gay  helped 
me  feel  comfortable  the  whole 
evening  with  her  perfect  En- 
glish. Quite  a few  others  came 
in  later.  Iguess  there  were  about 
20  people  there. 

One  guy  who  had  a femme 
name  (Brigitte?)  even  brought 
his  wife.  I think  it  was  also  their 
first  time,  since  she  seemed  to 
never  let  go  of  his  hand.  I sup- 
pose it  was  a big  step  for  them. 
He  was  not  dressed  and  even 
had  a moustache.  The  rest  of 
us  were  either  transvestites  or 
transsexuals,  but  like  I said, 
not  everyone  was  dressed. 
Maybe  they  were  feeling  out  the 
situation  or  dressed  under  their 
masculine  attire. 

I figured  myself,  quite  hon- 
estly, to  be  the  second  best- 
looking gal  there.  I was  over- 
shadowed by  a buxom  blond 
who,  I think,  was  a transsexual. 
She  was  very  passable,  except 
for  her  voice.  Since  she  looked 
that  good,  though,  I imagine 
she  probably  altered  her  voice 
in  other  circles.  Although  a little 
envious,  I still  wished  I had  a 
chance  to  put  on  my  best  outfit 
and  spend  two  or  three  hours 
in  front  of  my  make-up  mirror. 
I saw  her  as  a challenge.  Maybe 
next  time... 
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An  older  sister  took  charge  of 
the  meeting,  said  a bit  about 
the  group,  noted  upcoming 
events,  then  encouraged  every- 
one to  introduce  themselves 
and  say  a few  words.  When  my 
turn  came,  I was  surprised  that 
I was  not  nervous  at  all.  It  was 
the  first  time  I was  able  to  be 
“honest”  in  a long  time.  My 
German  more  than  sufficed. 
Others  seemed  impressed  and 
I was  finally  “emerging”  onto 
the  German  scene. 

Gay  gave  me  a membership 
application,  and  even  invited 
metowritefortheirpublication. 
When  I explained  to  her  that 
my  German  wasn’t  that  good, 
she  told  me  that  they  would 
translate  my  work  into  German! 
I left  the  first  meeting  feeling 
good  about  having  found  new 
German  friends  with  whom  I 
could  finally  relax  and  not  have 
to  pretend.  Thanks,  IFGE! 

My  second  meeting  was  in 
the  same  place  and  included 
some  people  I did  not  see  the 
first  time.  The  tall,  gorgeous 
blonde  wasn’t  there,  but  I no- 
ticed that  more  good  looking 
girls  were.  A girl  friend  of  one  of 
the  guys  showed  up.  Six  or 
seven  still  weren’t  dressed  up, 
so  I wondered. 

I came  ready  for  the  “compe- 
tition” this  time.  I wore  a red 


dress,  black  designer  pantyhose 
(Reiter  brand  - expensive, 
around  eight  bucks  a pair)  and, 
of  course,  heels.  Most  Germans 
speak  fairly  good  English,  and 
several  broke  the  ice  with  me.  It 
seems  I am  the  only  American 
who  is  involved  in  this  club. 
That  probably  shouldn’t  be 
surprising,  since  I would  have 
most  likely  never  known  about 
it  had  it  not  been  for  IFGE. 
Anyway,  being  the  only  “Ami” 
there  was  neat.  I certainly  got 
my  share  of  stares  with  my 
long,  curly,  blonde  hair. 

Stares,  it  turned  out  weren’t 
all  that  I received.  By  chance  I 
wound  up  sitting  next  to  an  old 
guy  smoking  stinky  cigars.  He 
spoke  little  English,  but  most  of 
the  time  he  was  blowing  me 
kisses  and  running  his  hand 
up  my  legs.  We  had  candles  on 
the  tables  and  the  room  was 
pretty  dark.  Gay  wasn’t  there 
this  time  either.  I wonder  if  the 
creep  would  have  been  so  bold 
if  she  had  been  there.  The  old 
guy  wanted  to  leave  with  me.  Of 
course,  I declined  his  offer.  I’m 
certainhegothisjollies,  though, 
since,  not  wishing  to  create  a 
scene,  I had  sat  sullenly  for  the 
better  part  of  two  hours  and 
allowed  this  jerk  to  feel  me  up. 
I won’t  be  sitting  anywhere  near 
him  next  time.  I'll  tell  you  that! 
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simplerworris  - alivinglightshow. 
But  that’s  because  we’re  evolved 
from  a combination  of  rock  crys- 
tal and  reptile  life.  In  our  natural 
state  we  are,  you  might  consider, 
frighteningly  beautiful.  But  your 
kindofhuman,  you  Trans,  would 
know  all  about  that 
Another  thing  people  seek  to 
knowiswhatisthehighestlifeform 
I’ve  found.  They  always  offer  an- 
swers before  I can  reply. 

Atlanteans?  No.  You  might  not 
like  this,  but  it  really  was  just  a 
legend.  The  closest  likeness  to 
them  I found  was  the  Mayans.  A 
charming  people.  Made  a god  of 
me  once,  aUveryblasphemousby 
my  frame  of  reference,  but  they 
meant  well.  Very  smart  folk. 

Whales,  dolphins,  elephants? 
No.  Ah  they’re  wonderfijl  crea- 
tures, now,  but  give  them  two 
hands  with  thumbs  and  watch 
what  comes  next  You  already 
know  that  don’t  you?  No,  the 
highest  lifeform  I’ve  encountered 
is  not  on  this  planet 
Yet  confined  to  this  planet  and 
humans  as  a species,  it’syou,  my 
dearest  the  Trans.  When  every- 
one else  is  bounding  themselves 
to  the  limit  of  one  thing,  it’s  you 
naive  wonderments  whoquestion, 
“Why  can’t  I have  both  and  show 
all  people  they  can  too?” 

But  you  do  suffer  so  for  your 
altruism.  If  you’re  physically 


beautiM,  your  intellect  isdoubted. 
If  you’re  clever,  your  beauty  is 
insulted.  People  will  say,  “Soyou’re 
smart,  but  you  look  like  a man  in 
a frock  impersonating  a ragdoll.” 
Then,  whatever,  whichever  you 
are,  quietly  point  out  that  you’re 
always  trying  for  both  ideals  in 
yourself  and  you  don’t  see  why 
one  thing  must  be  sacrificed  for 
the  sake  of  the  other.  Even  an 
alien  is  bound  to  admire  that 
resolve  never  to  squander  valu- 
able resources. 

But  of  course,  you’re  feted  to 
be  the  victim.  Don’t  be  too  con- 
cerned with  the  violent  fronts.  It’s 
liberals  (of  the  small  T rather 
than  the  grand  “L”  of  politics)  who 
are  the  real  thorn  in  your  side. 

Yes,  liberals.  Each  human 
problemis  married  to  its  solution. 
Liberals  live  in  morbid  fear  that  if 
they  do  their  job  too  well,  they’ll 
run  out  of  minorities  to  protect 
and  become  defunct  That’s  why 
they  concentrate  on  a small  se- 
lection of  very  high  profile  mi- 
norities. All  the  while  smilingdown 
at  you  as  they  continue  to  tread 
on  you  in  the  mud  of  their  igno- 
rance. Oh,  yes,  I would  much 
rather  fight  an  honest  redneck 
face  to  face  than  struggle  with  the 
attentions  of  a liberal. 

Yet  struggle  we  must  for  that’s 
theway.  Revolution  doesritwork. 
It’s  simply  an  opiate  for  the 
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masses.  Reform  takes  longer  but 
it  does  work. 

flow’d  I get  here?  I'm  an  ex- 
plorer who  was  stranded  here 
several  million  years  ago.  My  or- 
ganic vessel,  as  organic  vessels 
go,  was  a good  one,  and,  as  good 
oiganicvesselsgo.it  went*  It  was 
in  a bad  mood,  and  hid  itself. 

Before  I settled  into  a series  of 
regenerating  selves,  I was  a 
chrononaught,  a time  traveler, 
darting  around  all  over  the  time- 
space  spheres.  I avoidied  the  pe- 
riods when  there  werenohumans, 
at  first  But  soon  I came  to  prefer 
the  lower  Devonian  period  and 
the  relative  peace  of  nature’s 
struggle  toward  consciousness. 

In  your  fiction,  when  heroes 
time  travel  do  they  ever,  ever 
arrive  in  a time  of  total  peace?  No, 
there’s  always  one  or  another 
kind  of  bloody  war  going  on.  And 
why?  Is  it  the  vibrations  attract- 
ing thetraveler  through  the  circles 
of  time  are  that  much  stronger? 
No.  If  that  were,  a controlled 
journey  would  be  able  to  select  a 
time  of  peace.  Truth  is,  there’s 
never  been  such  a thing  as  a 
“time  of  peace.”  Think  hard.  Can 
you  isolate  one  time  or  place  that 
you  could  honestly  call  “peace?” 
Of  course,  we  have  to  kill  to 
breathe.  Even  the  passive  Hindu 
straining  his  food  and  drink  to 
avoid  taking  the  smallest  life  ul- 


timately fails.  Microscopic  life 
cannot  be  so  easily  saved  and, 
despite  the  effort,  death  itself  will 
poison  something.  Vegetarians?  I 
know  some  lifeforms  that  would 
take  that  excuse  very  personally, 
being  sentient  plant  life  them- 
selves. It’s  that  old  joke  called 
conscience  that  begs  the  ques- 
tion, “Shall  we  kill  and  continue 
to  live,  or  should  we  call  our 
sacrifice  a better  way  of  life?”  I 
can’t  help  you  there.  Nothing  but 
evolution  itself  ever  could,  you 
see.  To  reach  that  state,  you  have 
to  win  the  peace  within  yourself, 
daily,  and  work  to  reform  rather 
than  revolt 

I like  your  science  fiction.  It’s 
droll,  vague,  and  wide  thinking, 
yet  often  paradoxically  j ingoistic 
at  the  same  time.  You  know, 
gung-ho.  I suppose  it’s  searching 
for  God.  That’s  always  the  third 
thing  people  ask  me,  and  that  in 
itself,  shows  how  low  on  the  list 
it’s  become.  There’s  some  sem- 
blance of  God  throughout  the 
creation  of  the  multiverse.  Every 
kind  of  creature  has  “It”  All  I can 
deduce  is  this;  if  Creation  created 
God,  or  God  created  Creation,  it 
doesn’t  matter,  "ft”  exists.  Are  all 
the  universes  holding  hopefully, 
toaselfmademyth,  or  is  the  myth 
really  a grand  secretwe’ll  all  come 
to  share  eventually?  Who  cares!!? 

continued  on  page  39 
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Petticoats 

And 


Politics 

A Transvestic  Satire  — With  Apologies  to  the 
Government  and  Prime  Minister  of  Great  Britain 

by  Thelma 


Her  majesty’s  Secretary  of  State 
for  Home  Affairs  sat  at  the  table 
opposite  Mrs.  Thatcher  in  the 
cabinet  room  of  Number  10 
Downing  Street.  “And  further- 
more Prime  Minister,  I consider 
it  all  to  be  a grave  security  risk.” 
The  senior  minister  indicated 
the  thick  folder  containing  the 
confidential  reports  that  lay  on 
the  table  between  them. 

“How  so?”  Mrs.  Thatcher 
raised  an  immaculately  pen- 
ciled eyebrow.  “I  fail  to  see  what 
possible  security  risk  there  can 
be  in  feminine  attire.”  She 
flicked  a minute  speck  of  fluff 
from  her  hand-made,  heather 
mixture,  tweed  skirt. 

“Perhaps  not!”  exclaimed  the 
Home  Secretary.  “But  it’s  be- 
come endemic,  why  it  has  even 
spread  to  MI5  and  MI6.  Do  you 


realize  that  half  the  blighters 
are  fully  paid  up  members  of 
the  Beaumont  Society?” 
“Hmmm,”  reflected  Mrs. 
Thatcher,  making  a note  on  the 
pad  in  front  of  her.  “I  shall 
advise  the  Queen  to  confer  royal 
patronage.  I believe  it  is  a long 
established  institution.” 

“Then  there  is  the  problem 
with  the  policewomen,”  con- 
tinued the  distinguished  par- 
liamentarian. "Half  of  them  are 
unable  to  go  on  duty  because 
the  male  constables  have  bor- 
rowed their  uniforms.  They 
claim  they  are  more  stylish  and 
becoming  than  their  own.” 

The  Prime  Minister  turned  to 
her  personal  secretary.  “Joyce, 
please  see  that  a directive  is 
made  for  an  extra  supply  of 
policewomen’s  uniforms  in  all 
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sizes  are  to  be  issued  to  the 
Metropolitan  and  all  County 
forces.  You  had  better  see  that 
there  is  an  adequate  supply  of 
black  stockings,  too.  They  lad- 
der so  easily.”  Thatcher’s  at- 
tention reverted  back  to  the 
Home  Secretary.  “What  about 
the  mounted  police?” 

“We  have  issued  them  with 
side  saddles.  However,  thathas 
raised  another  problem.  Now 
Her  Majesty’s  Horse  Guards, 
the  Household  Cavalry,  are 
demanding  equal  treatment.” 

Mrs.  Thatcher  broke  in,  “let 
the  War  Office  attend  to  its  own 
problems.  They  have  only  just 
been  given  gold  lame  blouses 
and  feather  boas  instead  of 
those  dreadful  steel  breast 
plates  to  wear  on  ceremonial 
occasions.”  Mrs.  Thatcher  dis- 
missed the  matter  with  a wave 
or  her  hand  and  rang  for  tea. 

Pouring  Earl  Grey  tea  into 
the  delicate  Royal  Dalton  cups, 
Mrs.  Thatcher  addressed  her 
personal  secretary.  “Joyce,  do 
be  a dear  and  fetch  my  sweet- 
eners from  the  breakfast  room . ” 
The  secretary  teetered  from  the 
room  in  a flutter  of  skirts,  tee- 
tering on  her  six  inch  heels  with 
a sexy  sway  of  her  hips. 

“Haven’t  I seen  your  secre- 
tary somewhere  before?”  re- 
marked the  Home  Secretary. 


“Most  likely,”  replied  Mrs. 
Thatcher.  “The  Lord  Chancel- 
lors younger  sonjust  graduated 
from  Oxford.  A most  suitable 
choice,  don’t  you  think?” 

A large,  sleek,  black  tom  cat 
emerged  from  behind  the  cur- 
tains, stretched,  yawned  and 
stalked  to  the  door.  Mrs. 
Thatcher  sniffed  delicately.  “I 
really  must  have  that  animal 
seen  to,”  she  murmured  to 
herself.  “Perhaps  I should  have 
Dennis  fixed  at  the  same  time,” 
she  reflected. 

Somewhat  calmer  and  re- 
freshed after  his  tea  and  bis- 
cuits, the  Home  Secretary 
consultedhisnotes.  “Aboutthat 
scene  in  the  House  of  Commons 
yesterday,  Madame  PM.  The 
honorable  member  for  North 
Bootle  addressing  Parliament 
in  pink  chiffon!” 

“Yes!”  interrupted  the  Prime 
Minister.  “A  delicate  gesture  I 
thought,  seeing  that  it  was  his 
maiden  speech.  What  does 
perturb  me  a little  is  the  Chief 
Whip  wearing  a leather  mini- 
skirt and  kinky  high  heeled 
boots.  Something  more  elegant 
and  less  revealing  would  be 
much  better  at  his  age.” 

The  Home  Secretary  gave  a 
long  sigh.  “I  must  protest  Prime 
Minister!  The  standard  of  dress 
in  the  House  is  appalling!  It 
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makes  amockeiy  of  Parliament 
and  must  be  stopped!” 

Mrs.  Thatcher  looked 
consolingly  at  her  Home  Sec- 
retary. “My  feelings  are  that  we 
have  sufficient  old  women  both 
in  the  House  of  Lords  and  in  the 
Commons  and  that  an  influx  of 
young  blood  and  new  ideas  is  a 
healthy  thing.  However,  you  do 
have  a point.  Perhaps  a Parlia- 
mentary advisory  committee  on 
fashion  should  be  convened.  I 
wonder  if  Princess  Di  would 
agree  to  take  the  chair?” 

“It’s  our  overseas  image  as 
well.  Prime  Minister,  ” continued 
the  elder  gentleman.  “Here  is  a 
dispatch  from  Pretoria  asking 
for  us  to  arrange  reduced 
membership  fees  to  a TV  sup- 
port group  on  a block  basis  for 
the  entire  embassy  and  con- 
sulate staff.  They  are  asking  for 
a dress  allowance  as  well!” 

“I  see!”  said  Mrs.  Thatcher. 
“I’d  send  a diplomatic  note  to 
their  Foreign  Secretary  asking 
him  to  have  a word  with  that 
nice  Diane  Marlene  who  runs 
the  Phoenix  Society.  About  the 
dress  allowance  - Joyce,  see  to 
it  that  accounts  are  opened  at 
Foschini’s  - we  can’t  have  our 
diplomats  looking  dowdy,  can 
we?” 

Joyce  handed  her  boss  a copy 
of  a confidential  report.  “Ah, 


yes!  The  Australian  problem,” 
said  Mrs.  Thatcher.  “I  see  that 
all  the  diplomatic  staff  were  at 
the  Seahorse  TV/TS  group’s 
open  meeting  instead  of  at- 
tending the  embassy  reception. 
Someone  has  bungled,  the  re- 
ception should  have  been  put 
back  for  a week.  I want  to  know 
who  is  responsible  for  this  gross 
blunder!” 

The  Home  Secretary  squared 
his  shoulders  and  faced  the 
Prime  Minister.  “I  can  only  look 
upon  this  report  as  a grave 
breach  of  national  security.  It 
says  that  Ponsonby  of  the  For- 
eign Office  was  seen  at  a fash- 
ion show  with  Polotov  from  the 
Russian  Embassy.” 

“What  is  so  alarming  about 
that?”  inquired  Mrs.  Thatcher. 
“It  sounds  perfectly  natural  to 
me.” 

“They  were  holding  hands 
and  calling  each  other  Mildred 
and  Olga!”  exclaimed  the  Home 
Secretary  in  a hushed  voice. 

“We  must  be  thankful  for 
even  small  points  of  agreement 
between  the  Kremlin  and  Her 
Majesty’s  Government,”  replied 
Mrs.  Thatcher  as  she  examined 
hernail  polish.  “Well,  Mr.  Home 
Secretary,  I’m  glad  that  between 
us  we  have  managed  to  clear 
up  these  little  details.  Good 
evening  to  you.” 
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From  behind  the  long  cur- 
tains, the  Prime  Minister 
watched  the  policemen  on  duty 
salute  the  Home  Secretary  who 
quickly  walked  down  the  length 
of  Downing  Street  and  turned 
into  Whitehall,  leaving  the 
young  police  constable  free  to 
resume  the  inspection  of  his 
make-up  in  the  mirror  of  his 
small  pocket  compact. 

“Joyce,  please  go  and  see  if 
the  diplomatic  pouch  is  in  from 
Washington  yet.  I want  to  see  if 
Mr.  Bush  has  remembered  to 
send  the  new  edition  of  En 
Femme  he  promised  me,  then 
you  can  go  home  too,  Joyce 
dear.  And  I do  like  that  new 
shade  of  lipstick  you  are  wear- 
ing.” 

Mrs.  Thatcher  replaced  all 
the  papers  before  her  on  the 
table  into  the  dispatch  box  and 
locked  it  before  placing  it  in  the 


concealed  safe  behind  the  por- 
trait of  William  Gladstone.  And 
with  a sigh  of  relief,  went  up- 
stairs. 

Taking  off  her  clothes  and 
placing  them  neatly  on  a chair, 
Mrs.  Thatcher  went  to  the 
wardrobe  and  made  her  selec- 
tion from  the  range  of  garments 
neatly  hanging  there. 

Deftly,  the  Prime  Minister 
eased  herself  into  the  latex 
tights,  put  on  her  shiny  black 
leather  thigh-high  boots  with 
six  inch  heels  and  a matching 
corselette.  She  picked  up  the 
heavy  platted  rawhide  whip. 
“Dennis,”  she  called  to  her 
husband  through  the  open 
bedroom  door.  “Put  on  your 
maids  uniform,  the  black  satin 
one  and  bring  me  a fresh  pot  of 
Earl  Grey  tea.  I need  some  re- 
laxation from  affairs  of  state.” 

© 1 990  P.Pine.  Used  with  permission. 
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It  looks  to  me  as  though  God  is 
peace,  and  peace  is  available  but 
elusive.  I’ve  never  seen  any  real 
peace  on  this  planet  that  was  not 
to  be  found  in  the  conclusive 
moments  of  a great  killing. 

God  must  be  somewhere  in 
war  too.  It’s  peace  with  life  that 
you  seek,  and  yet  you  live  more  in 
a moment  of  conflict  than  you  do 
throughout  the  rest  of  your  lives. 
If  humanity  has  got  so  low  a 
threshold  of  boredom,  it  ought  to 
seek  out  a way  to  make  peace 
conflicting  and  exciting  for  itself. 
Then,  maybe,  it  would  be  you 
exploring  a distant  planet  and 
looking  for  your  bloody,  organic, 
multi-dimensional,  panspatial 
lightship. 

Here  I am  changing  shape  ev- 
ery eighty  or  ninety  years,  being 
reborn  with  a new  set  of  genitalia, 
sometimes  the  one,  sometimes 
the  other  option.  And  whatever 
onelhave  its  always  theother  one 
I seem  to  want'  After  all  these 
centuries,  I’ve  worked  it  out  It 
has  nothing  to  do  with  breeding. 
It’ s just  a state  ofbeing.  You  could 
not  want  for  better  proof  than 
several  million  years  of  yearning, 
despite  my  having  both  options. 
That’s  why  I presume  you  to  be 
the  higher  lifeform.  At  least  you 
know  the  score  and  hate  this 
mind  numbingly  dull  irony  as 
much  as  I do. 


The  night  is  fading.  I must 
sleep;  oldhabits  die  hard.  And  my 
memory  is  notwhatitoughttobe 
of  late.  So  I may  ask  this  British 
Gender  Transient  to  translate  for 
me  again,  one  day,  or  her  great 
great  granddaughter,  or  you,  or 
yours.  But  I remember  one  thing 
from  the  future  and  my  old  time 
traveling  days.  You  do  get  there, 
eventually.  But  it  takes  several 
million  years  and  the  earlier  you 
start  the  better. 

I could  tell  you  when  to  start 
but  its  against  the  moral  code 
to  interfere  like  that.  We’re  sup- 
posed to  refract,  not  reflect. 
Well,  you  try  being  a mirror  in 
an  entirely  white  universe!  A 
clue,  however,  is  not  considered 
malpractice.  “Now”  is  always  a 
good  time. 

Miss  Kelly  adds:  He/she/it 
does  not  sign-off  as  we  do. 
Rather  like  some  of  the  so- 
called  “primitive”  races  on 
Earth,  the  alien  believes  a 
“goodbye”  of  any  kind  is  super- 
fluous. Whether  we  know  it  or 
not,  all  things  in  creation  are  on 
a continuum  and  thus  related 
at  every  point.  He/she/it  also 
has  a comforting  confidence  in 
our  resourceful  ability  to  stay 
safe.  So,  well  wishes  were  not 
needed  either.  Butforoursakes, 
I sign  as  ever: 

Love  & Peace,  Phaedra 
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• National  Organizations  • 
International  Foundation  for  Gender 
Education  (IFGE),  Box  367,  Wayland, 
MA  01778,  Publishes  “TV/TS  Tapestry”. 
Reprints  and  books  on  TV/TS  subjects, 
other  info.  617-899-2212. 

Outreach  Institute , Box  368,  Kenmore 
Station,  Boston,  MA  02215.  General  TV/ 
TS  information  for  personal  and  profes- 
sional use.  Hard  to  find  books. 

Renaissance  Education  Association,  Inc., 
Box  552,  King  of  Prussia,  PA  19406, 215- 
630-1437,  $12  membership  fee  includes 
monthly  newsletter.  Background  Papers 
on  TV/TS  issues  for  personal  and  profes- 
sional use.  Speakers  Bureau.  Inquire 
about  new  chapters. 

Society  for  the  Second  Self( SSS),  Box  194, 
Tulare,  CA  93275.  Organization  for 
Hetero-TVs  only.  Publishes  “Femme 
Mirror.”  See  chapters  listed  below.  (c)= 
closed  membership 

• Organizations  by  State* 

City,  Name,  Address,  Zipcode 
Alaska 

Anchorage , Berdache  Society,  Box 

113162,99511 

Arizona 

Tempe,  Alpha-Zeta  SSS(c),  Box  24459, 
85285 

Scottsdale , A Rose(o),  Box  4351,  85261 
California 

Duarte , CHIC(c),  Box  562,  91010 
Fullerton,  Powder  Puffs  of  Orange 
County(o),  Box  9091,  92634 
Los  Angeles,  Alpha  Chapter  SSS(c),  Box 
36091,90036 

Sacramento,  Sacramento  Gender 

Assoc(o),  Box  38918,  95401 

San  Diego,  Neutral  Comer(o),  Box  12581, 

92112 

San  Francisco,  ETVC(o),  Box  6486, 941 01 
San  Jose , Rainbow  Gender 
Association(o),  Box  700730,  95170 


Santa  Monica,  Androgyny,  513  Wilshire 

Rd,  Suite  245,  90401 

Tulare,  Omega  Chapter  SSS(c),  Box  194, 

93275 

Woodland  Hills,  Valley  Girls(o),  Box  944, 
91365 

Connecticut 

Farmington,  Connecticut  Outreach 
Society(o),  Box  163,  06034 
Colorado 

Denver,  Gender  Identity  Center,  3715 

West  32nd  Ave,  80211 

Florida 

Hollywood,  Serenity(o),  Box  307,  33022 
Kissimmee,  Central  Florida  Sisters(o),  11 
Westchester  Dr.  34744 
Georgia 

Atlanta,  Sigma  Epsilon  SSS(c),  Box 
55144,  30308 

Illinois 

Chicago,  Chicago  Gender  Society(o),  Box 
578005,  60657 

Washington,  Central  Illinois  Gender 

Assoc.(o),  Box  126,  61517 

Wood  Dale,  Chi  Chapter  SSS(c),  Box  40, 

60191 

Indiana 

Indianapolis,  IXE(o),  Box  20710,  46220 
Kansas 

Overland  Park,  Crossdressers  & Friends, 

Box  4092,  66204 

Louisiana 

New  Orleans,  Tri  Delta  Chi  SSS(c),  Box 

870213,  70187 

Maine 

Portland,  Transupport,  Box  1762,  04101 
Massachusetts 

Springfield,  The  Twenty  (XX)  Club(TS), 
Box  80690,  Forrest  Pk  Sta,  01138 
Woburn,  Tiffany  Club(o),  Box  2283, 01 888 
Michigan 

Grand  Rapids,  W.  Michigan  I.M.E.(o), 
Box  1153,  9501 

Royal  Oak,  Crossroads(o),  Box  1245, 

48068 

Minnesota 

Minneapolis,  CLCC(o),  Box  16265, 55416 
St.  Paul,  MFGE(o),  Box  17945,  55117 
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Mississippi 

Jackson , Beta  Chi  SSS,  Box  31253, 39206 

Nebraska 

Bellevue , River  City(o)  ,Box  1305,68005 
Omaha , RCR(c),  Box  24060,  68124 
New  (Jersey 

Trenton,  SNR  SSS(c),  Box  9255,  08650 
New  Mexico 

Farmington , Fiesta  SSS(c),  Box  1842, 

87499 

New  York 

Albany, TGlC(o),  Box  13604, 12212 
Camillas , EON(o),  Box  6293, 13031 
Endicott,  Butterfly  Group(o),  Box  7161, 
13760 

Mountainville , Chi  Delta  Mu  SSS(c),  Box 
93  10953 

Ozone  Park,  LIFE  (c),  Box  121, 11416 
New  York,  The  Gathering  (TS),  Box  29, 
NYC,  10021 

Tillson,  Transgender  Network(o),  Box 

177,12486 

Ohio 

Cincinnati,  Cross-Port(o),  Box  12701, 
45212 

Elyria,  Alpha-Omega  SSS(c),  Box  954, 
44036 

Parma,  Paradise  Club(o),  Box  29564, 
44129 

Reynoldsburg,  Crystal  Club,  Box  287, 

43068 

Oregon 

Portland,  North  West  Gender  Alliance(o), 
Box  4928,  97208. 

Salem , Capitol  City,  Box  3312,  97302 
Pennsylvania 

Philadelphia,  TS  Support  Group,  Box 
15836, 19103 

Philadelphia  , Renaissance  Chapter  (o). 
Box  AD,  Bensalem,  19406 
Reading,  Renaissance  Chapter  (o),  Box 
14421,19612 

Pittsburgh,  TransPitt(o),  Box  3214, 
15230 

York,  Renaissance  Chapter  (o),  Box  7412, 

17404 

Texas 

Austin,  Heart  of  Texas  TV(o),  Box  402, 
78767 

Garland,  Delta  Omega  SSS(c),  Box 
461401,  75406 


Houston,  Gulf  Coast  TV  Chapter(o),  Box 
441754,  77244 

Richmond,  Tau  Chi  Tri  SSS(c),  Box  533, 
77469 

San  Antonio,  B&P  Society(o),  Box 

169652,  78280 

Utah 

Salt  Lake  City,  Alpha  Rho  Provesta  SSS, 

Box  651384,  84126 

Virginia 

Alexandria, DCEA(o),  Box  11254,  Lin- 
colnia  Station,  22312 

Washington 

Portland,  NW  Gender  Alliance(o),  Box 
4928,  97208 

Seattle,  Emerald  City(o),  Box  31318, 
98103 

•Canadian  • 

Alberta,  Alberta  Contact  Club(o),  Box 
4667,  Station  C,  Calgary,  T2T-5P1 
British  Columbia,  Cornbury  Society(c), 
Box  3745,  Vancouver,  V6B-3Z1 
Owen  Sound,  Ontario  TV  Club(o),  Box 
682,  Ontario,  N4K  5P1 
Toronto,  Transition  Support  (TS),  1002 
Woodbine,  Ontario,  M4C-4C1 

• Overseas  • 

New  Zealand , TransCare,  do  The  Minori- 
ties Trust,  Box  2983,  Wellington 
Republic  of  So.  Africa,  Phoenix  Society, 
Box  375,  Parow,  7500 
Scotland,  Scottish  TV/TS  group,  c/o 
SHRG,  58a  Broughton  St.,  Edinburgh, 
EH1-35A 

UK,  Essex,  TransEssex,  Box  3,  Basildon, 
SSI  4 1PT, 

•Information  Services  • 

CA,  San  Juan  Capistrano,  J2CP  Infor- 
mation Services,  TS  info,  Box  184,  92693 

CT,  Manchester , Gender  Identity  Clinic  of 
New  England,  TS  info,  68  Adelaide  Rd., 
06040 

MA,  N.  Dartmouth,  Gender  Information 
Services,  TS  info,  Box  9238,  02747 

Quebec,  Hamilton,  FACT(TS),  Box  291, 
Station  “A”,  Ontario,  L8N-3C8 
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Quebec,  Toronto , Gender  Worker  Serv- 
ices, Box  1224,  Station  “A”,  Ontario, 
M6W-1G7 

•Boutiques  & Businesses  • 

CA,  Glendale , NS  Products  ( Breast 
Forms),  Box  6678-L,  91205 

CA,  Mt.  View , B&R  Creations  (Corsetry), 
Box  4201 -L,  94040 

CA,  Sherman  Oaks , Lydia’s  TV  Fashions, 
1 3837  Ventura Blvd.,  Suite  2,  91 423, 81 8- 
995-7195. 

CA,  Tustin,  Versatile  Fashions,  Box  1 051 , 
92681 

CA,  Woodland  Hills , Fantasy  Fashions, 
22968  Victory  Blvd.,  Suite  196,  91367 

FL,  Ft.  Lauderdale , Fantasies  In  Lace, 
3608  W.Broward  Blvd.,  305-581-2366 

MA,  Waltham , Vernon’s  Specialities,  386 
Moody  St.,  02254,  617-894-1744 

NY, NYC,  J.L. White,  image  improvement 
and  development,  212-675-0204 

NY,  NYC , Mardi  Gras  Boutique,  400  W. 
14th  St.  at  8th  Ave.,  212-947-7773 

NY,  NYC,  Mary  Ann  Calega,  private 
counseling,  212-929-6345 


•Recurring  Events  • 

Be  All  You  Can  Be  Weekend,  put  on  by 
Paradise  Club,  Crossroads,  Trans-Pitt 
and  The  Chi  Chapter  of  SSS.  Usually  in 
June.  Contact  any  of  the  groups  men- 
tioned. 

Fantasia  Fair , 10  days,  once  a year  in 
October,  in  Provincetown,  MA.  Outreach 
Institute,  Box  368,  Kenmore  Station, 
Boston,  MA.,  02215. 

IFGE  Convention , once  a year,  moves 
around  the  country.  Contact  IFGE. 

Paradise  in  the  Poconos , 4days/3nights, 
twice  a year,  May  and  September,  in  the 


Pa.  Poconos.  CDS,  Box  1263,  King  of 
Prussia,  PA  19406. 

Texas  T* Party,  San  Antonio,  Texas,  3 day 
weekend  “en  femme”,  B&P  Society,  Box 
169652,  San  Antonio,  TX  78280, 512-657- 
2540. 

Tiffany  Provincetown  Outings,  twice  a 
year  in  Oct  & June,  contact  Tiffany  Club 

• Periodicals  • 

En  Femme  Magazine  and  En  Femme 
Comics,  Box  7854,  West  Trenton,  NJ 
08628,  $30fyear 

Femanine , Tania  Volen  Inc.,  200  Main 
St.,  Tennent,  NJ.,  07763.  $30/yr 

Gender  Expressions , Box  150  Concord, 
NH  03302,  $30/yr. 

The  Transie  Times , TTT,  566  Parliament 
St.,  Ste.  3375,  Toronto,  Ont.,  M4X- 1P8, 
$36/yr. 

Transsexual  Voice,  Box  16314,  Atlanta, 
GA  30321,  $12/yr 

Transvestian , Tania  Volen  Inc.,  200  Main 
St.,  Tennent,  NJ.,  07763.  $18/yr 

TV!  TS  Talk , Box  6322,  Minneapolis,  MN 
55406,  $21/yr 

TV  ITS  Tapestry , IFGE,  Box  367,  Way- 
land,  MA  01778,  $10  per  issue. 

Please  send  a self  addressed  stamped, 
large,  business  envelope  when  writing  to 
the  support  groups  and  information 
services.  Many  of  them  are  on  tight 
budgets  and  your  kindness  will  be 
greatly  appreciated. 

If  your  group,  event,  or  publication  is  not 
listed  here,  please  let  us  know  at  our  CDS 
address.  We  want  to  spread  the  word  to 
everyone. 
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Burn  Your  Bra! 


We’re  not  making  fun  of 
the  feminists,  but  they  do 
have  a point  about  the  re- 
strictions of  wearing  a bra. 
Now,  you  can  throw  away 
your  bra  if  you  like  because 
you  won’t  need  it  with  our 
new  Illusion  breastforms. 

The  new  Illusion  breast- 
forms  can  be  glued  to  the 
body  and  worn  for  days  at  a 
time.  Wear  them  for  any  oc- 
casion, even  swimming.  They 
duplicate  the  form  and 
weight  of  natural  breasts, 
including  the  nipple.  They 
look  real  and  feel  real  to  the 
touch  too! 

Illusion  breastforms  are 
hand-made  to  order  in  four 
sizes;  Small  (32-34  A & B 
cup),  Medium  (36-38  B & C 
cup),  Large  (40-42  C & D 
cup)  and  Extra-large  (44  D 
cup).  They  are  available  in 
flesh  and  sepia  tones  to 
match  most  skin. 


These  forms  are  made  of 
the  highest  quality  medical 
grade  silicone.  They  will  not 
leak  if  punctured.  And  they 
are  backed  with  a 5 year  pro- 
rated guarantee. 

Illusion  breastforms  are 
not  as  expensive  as  you  might 
think  a nearly  custom  form 
might  cost. 

Each  set  oflllusion  breast- 
forms comes  complete  with 
instructions,  adhesives, 
cleaner  and  skin  prep.  Write 
today  for  the  full  details  on 
how  to  order  one  of  the  fin- 
est breastforms  available. 


P.  O.  Box  1263.  King  of  Prussia.  Pa.  19406  (21 5)  640-9449 
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( TV  FICTION  CLASSICS  ) 
****** 

#/< 

“MAID  UP* 

John's  a*a  had  a taw  idaaa  to  moha 
Mm  hatp  arauncl  toa  houaa 


( TV  FICTION  CLASSICS 

eta 

FLIGHT  OF  FANCY- 

v^£SS,S£"Bht 


NEW 

SELECTIONS  EVERY 
DAY  FROM  ALL  OVER 
THE  WORLD. 

WE  SPECIALIZE  IN 
ENGLISH  TV  BOOKS! 


1-800-359-2116 

Send  for  free 
brochure  of  current 
titles. 

Send  order  to: 
MAGS  INC. 

5th  & MainBookstore 
464  l/2  S.  Main  Street 
Los  Angeles,  CA 
90013 

Largest  selection 
in  the  west. 


PLEASE  SEND  THE  FOLLOWING: 


[ ] FUGHT  OF  FANCY 

7.00 

NEW 

[ 1 MAID  UP 

7.00 

NEW 

[ ] ACTING  LIKE  A GIRL 

7.00 

NEW 

[ ] ALL  DOLLED  UP 

7.00 

[ ] NOT  ENOUGH  GIRLS 

7.00 

[ ] SCHOOLING  IN  SKIRTS 

7.00 

[ J CANT  CUT  IT 

7.00 

[ J SKIRTING  THE  ISSUE 

7.00 

[ ] JUST  UKE  A WOMAN 

7.00 

[ ] UKE  MOTHER,  UKE  SON 

7.00 

[ J ROOM  FOR  A CHANGE 

7.00 

[ ] SUBSTITUTE  DAUGHTER 

7.00 

[ ] PAT  GOES  COED 

7.00 

[ ] CHEERLEADER  MASCOT 

7.00 

( ] MISS-ING  PASSPORT 

7.00 

[ j MODEL  HUSBAND 

7.00 

First  class  mail  shipping- 1.00  per  book,  (3.00  maximum) 
Total  order -AMOUNT  ENCLOSED  _____ 

Make  checks  payable  to:  MAGS  INC 

464  172  S.  Main  Street,  Los  Angeles,  CA  90013 


Mailing  Name 
Address 


City. 

I am  over  21  years  old.  Sign. 


State 
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How  To  Subscribe 
En  Femme 

Subscriptions  for  one  year  (6  issues)  are  $30.  You  save  $6  off  the 
cover  price.  Canadian  subscriptions  add  $5.  Overseas  subscriptions 
add  $10. 

LadyLike 

Subscriptions  for  four  issues  are  $28.  You  save  $4  off  the  cover  price. 
Canadian  subscriptions  add  $2.  Overseas  subscriptions  add  $8. 

Send  check  or  money  order  in  U.  S.  funds  to: 

Creative  Design  Services 
P.  O.  Box  1263,  King  of  Prussia,  PA  19406 


Back  Issues  of  LadyLike 

LadyLike  #1,  #2  & #3 SOLD  OUT 

LadyLike  #4  $8.00 

Kelly  Sheridan  Profile,  Incredible  Shrinking  Tran 

LadyLike  #5 $8.00 

Double  Profile,  Dressing  For  Pleasure  Ball 

LadyLike  #6  $8.00 

Double  Profile,  JoAnn  Roberts  and  Danielle, 


Also  Available 

Art  & Illusion:  A Guide  To  Crossdressing  ......,....................$10.00 

Everything  (almost)  you  need  to  know 

Speaking  As  A Woman  $8.00 

The  only  booklet  on  feminine  voice  development 
Fluff  the  Bunny $6.00 


A delightful  story  about  gender  roles  and  differences 

Coming  Soon 

Art  & Illusion  Companion  Transsexual’s  Survival  Guide 
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En  Femme  Back  Issues 

En  Femme  #1 $5.00 

Amanda’s  A Man,  Dear  - Part  1,  TV  Private  Eye,  Electrolysis 

En  Femme  #2 $5.00 

Interview  with  Monica  Rey,  article  on  Femiphobia,  video  reviews 

En  Femme  #3 $5.00 

The  Halloween  Ball,  Fantasia  Fair,  and  TT  & TT  AIDS  benefit 

En  Femme  #4 $5.00 

How  to  Handle  a "Read",  Film  Preview,  In  the  News 

En  Femme  #5 $5.00 

Interview  with  Rebecca  Buchanan,  The  “Ladies”  of  New  Hope 

En  Femme  #6  ,...$5.00 

Special  information  for  Transsexuals,  Interview  with  Mary  Margaret 

En  Femme  #7 $6.00 

Special  Personality  Issue 

En  Femme  #8  $6.00 

How  to  Pass  article,  meet  Joanne  Wilson  from  Australia 

En  Femme  #9 $6.00 

Amanda  Winters’  Makeup  Tips  and  Photo  Portfolio 

En  Femme#10  $6.00 

TV" s on  TV,  Growing  up  with  Bobbie , Crossdressers  Movie  Guide 

En  Femme  #12 ........,..........$7.00 

The  Legend  of  Ying  Yang 

En  Femme  #13 .........$6.00 

Special  issue  on  New  Hope,  Pennsylvania 

En  Femme  #15 $6.00 

1989  Photo  Retrospective,  Paradise  in  the  Poconos  article 

Also  Available 

En  Femme  Comics  #1 $5.00 

Sorority  Pledge,  The  Adventures  of  Angela 

En  Femme  Comics  #2  $6.00 

The  Great  V idiot  Caper,  The  Legend  of  Ying  Yang 

Me. ..and  Jill $6.00 

A wife  learns  of  her  husband's  love  of  female  attire 

Days  of  Future  Passing $6.00 

Surrogate,  Natural  Circle  and  Second  Son 

En  Femme  FICTION  Magazine  #1 $6.00 

My  Newest  Daughter,  Courage,  and  Toni 

En  Femme  FICTION  Magazine  #2 $6.00 

Sibling  Substitute  & Hallowe'en  Queen 

Amanda’s  a Man $5.00 

A crossdresser  ventures  home  from  college  with  a TS  friend. 

Crossdresser’s  Movie  Guide .,...,.........$5.00 

Transvestite  Private  Eye $6.00 
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En  Femme  Back  Issue  Ordering  Instructions 

Indicate  books  by  issue  number  or  title  below.  Enclose  check  or  money  order 
in  U.  S.  funds  for  cover  price  as  indicated  and  add  postage  per  table  below. 
Canadian  and  foreign  orders  add  $1.00  to  cover  prices. 

Send  orders  to:  EFP,  1977  N.  Olden  Ave.,  Suite  205,  Trenton,  NJ  08618.  Use 
this  address  for  back  issues  only. 

Postage  & Handling  Charges 


If  order  is  under  $10.00  - 

$1.00 

$10.01  - 

$19.99  - 

$2.00 

$20.00  - 

$29.99  - 

$3.00 

$30.00  - 

$49.99  - 

$5.00 

$50.00  - 

and  .up  — 

$6.00 

Enclosed  is  $. 


, please  send  the  following  books: 


Please  send  the  following  alternate  selections  if  a book  is  sold  out: 


Charge  to  my Master  Charge,  or  __  VISA  (Check  one) 

Account  # ____ __ _ 1 

Expiration  Date / __  / __ 

Signature: ■ 

Name: 

Address:  

City: State: Zip: j 

i i 


TAKE  A WALK  ON  THE  CVILDSfl 


PRESENTS 


JACKIE 

LOREN 


IEQUE  &R  MONEY  ORCfER 

TAKE  A*WALK  O^^fwiiDSmE 

* ' T 2?12*62(|j&y«s  Street 

*"  Toronto,  mM  2R8  CanacJa 


1 7 yEARS  AS  A 
pROpESSiONAl  FeMaIe 
iMpERSONATOR,  NOW 

JACKIE  LOREN 

SCARES  hER  pERSONAl 

bEAury  secrets  wrrb 


MAkE-up  video 


